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Exiunt, 


Harry to Harry , fhall not Horfe to Horfe 
Meete,andne’re part, till one drop downe a coarfe : 

Gh, that Cjlendower were come. 

Ver. There is more newes, 

I learned in Worcefier, as I rode along , 

He can not draw his power this fourteene dayes. 

Dow. that’s the word tydings that I heareofyet. 

TVor. I by my fayth that beares a frofty found. 

Hot. What may the Kings whole battell reach untol 
Ver. To thirty thoufand. 

Hot. Forty let it be. 

My Father and G Undower being both away. 

The powers of us may ferve fo great a day. ~ 

Come, let us mutter fpecdily, 

Doomes-day is neere, die all,dy merrily . 

D w.Talke not of dying : I am out of feare 
Of death or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare.' 

Enter Falftalffe and "Bardot . 

Fat. Bardot, get thee before to Coventry , fill me a bottle of 
Sacks, our Sonldires (hall march throughjWeeT to Suitoncof- 
hill to night. 

Bar. Will you give me money, Captaine ? 

Half. Lay out, lay out. 

# 4 r.This bottle makes an Angell. / 

Falf. And it doe take it for thy labour, and ifit make twenty, 
take them alU’le anfwer the coy nage ; bid my Lieutenant Peto 
meet me at To wnes. end. 

Bar. I w ill, Captaine : farew ell . Exit. 

Falf.li I be a fham’d of my S onldiers, lama fowft Gurnet ; I 
have mifufed theKings prefi; damnably. I have got in exchange 
ofi 5o.Souldiers,30o. and odde pounds. I preffe me none but 
good Houfholders, Yeomens fonnes,inquire me out contra&ed 
Batchelers, fuch as had been askt twice on the Banes, fuch a co- 
modity of warme (laves, as hadasliefehearetheDivellas a 
Drumme,fuch as feare the report of aCaliver , worfe then a 
ftrook-foole , or a hurt Wild-duck : I preft menone but fuch 
Tofts & butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger then Pins 
’ heads, and they have brought out their fervices : and now, my 

whole 



nenry we ruurtv. 

whole charge confifts of Ancients, Corporals , Lieutenants, 
Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as ragged •as Lazarus in the. 
painted Cloth where the Gluttons Dogs licked his Sores : and 
fuch as indeed were never Souldicrs, but difeardedun juft Ser- 
vingmen,yongcr Sonnes to yonger Brothers, revolted Tapfters- 
and Oftlers,trade-falne,the Cankers ofa calme world, and long 
peacetimes more difhonourab'le raggedsthen an old fac’d An- 
cient : and fuch have I to fid up the roomes of them as have 
bought out their fervices, that you would think, that I had a 
hundred and fifty tottered Prodigals, lately come from fwinc- 
keeping, from eating drafte and huskes. A mad 1 fellow met me 
on the way , and told me t had unloaded all the gibbets , and 
preft the dead bodies. No eye hath feen fuch Skar-crowes. 
l’le not march thorow Coventry with them, that’s fiat, nay ; and 
the villains march wide between the legs, as if they ha d Gyues 
on, for indeed, I had the moft of them out of Prilon : there’s not 
a Shirt & a halfe in all my company, and the halfe fhirt is two 
Napkins tackt together, and thro wne over the ilioulders like 
a Heralds coate w ithout fieeves 3 and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
ftolne from mine Hoft of S. Albans, or the red-nofe In-keeper 
oi Daintry : but that’s all one, they’l finde Linnen enough on 
every Hedge. 

Enter the P rince jind the Lord of iVeflntcrland. 

Prin. How now blowne I ache ? how now Quit ? 

AVj/.What H<»/?Hownow mad-wag,what a divell doft thou 
in Warwick fhire ?My good L.olfVeftmerlandf cry you mercy, I 
thought your honour had already bin at S hrewsbnry. 

JVeft.Yzyth,Sir John ft is more then time, that I were there, 
and you too ; but my powers are there already : the King,! can 
tell you ,lookes for us all; we mutt away all night. 

Fat Jut , never fearettell me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to fteal 
Creame. 

Prin.l thinke to fteal Creame indeed, for thy theft hath al- 
ready made thee buttenbut tell me, lacks, whofe fellowes are 
thefe that come after ? 

FalM’me,Hal, mine. 

Prin.l did never fee fuch pitifullrafcals. 

jW.Tut.tut good enough to toffe , food for powder , fooa 
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